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^ " I wouldn't say he spoke to us at all! Right from the
start he bawled as though someone had stuck a needle in
his arse."
" All the same you did a fine thing ! Insubordination to a
senior officer ... in field conditions, my friend. ..."
"" That's nothing !  The only pity is that he didn't try to
attack me I I'd have brought my blade down on his forehead
hard enough to splinter his brain-box ! "
" As it is you can't expect any good to come from it! "
Kopylov said discontentedly, and slowed his horse into a
walk. " By all the signs it's clear they're going to tighten
up discipline, so you had better look out! "
Snorting, their horses walked side by side, driving off the
gadflies with their tails. Gregor humorously ran his eyes
over Kopylov, and asked :
" What did you tog yourself up like that for ? I suppose
you thought he'd give you tea ? Would lead you to the table
with his own fair hand ? Shaved yourself, cleaned your
tunic, polished your boots. ... I saw you spit on your
nose-rag and clean spots off your knees ! "
" Please drop it! "  Kopylov reddened.
" And all your labour was in vain! " Gregor jeered.
" Not only was there no tea, but he didn't even offer you
his hand/'
" With you present that wasn't to be expected/' Kopylov
muttered hurriedly. Screwing up his eyes, in amazement
and delight he exclaimed : " Look ! They're not ours !
They're Allies."
-** A team of six mules was dragging a British gun towards
them along the narrow street. At its side a British officer
was riding on a dock-tailed, sorrel horse. The rider on the
leading mule was also in British uniform, but he had a
Russian officer's cockade in the band of his cap, and he was
wearing lieutenant's epaulettes.
When still several yards away from Gregor, the officer set
two fingers to the peak of his cork helmet and, with a move-
ment of his head, requested Gregor to make way. The street
was so narrow that it was only possible to pass by edging
**the saddle-horses right up against the stone wall at the side,
The muscles quivered in Gregor's cheeks.   Clenching his
teeth, he rode straight at the officer.   The man raised bis
astonishment, and drew a little aside. They passed